The True Lovers Joy 


O R, A Dialogue between 4 Seaman and his Love. L 


The Maid implores the aid of Charons Boat, A 21 


That to the gloomy ſhades her Soul might float, 
With ſighs and groans, much weary and oppreſt, 
At laſt he heard her moan, and gave her reſt, EIT, 
Fromail paſt dangers, and from future harms, ws 
She ſafe arriv'd and anchor'd in his arms. 3 


To a ne Tune much in Requeſt. 


Maid. 
Ark Charon come away, - 
1 bing fo2th thy Boat and Dars, 
And carry me peo harmleſs Maid 
unto the Elizium Shoarg. 
Charon. 
Who Charon calls in haſt; 
whilſt J dt here in pain 
J carry none but pure and chaft 
luch as true Love hath llain. 


Jam come dear ſoul J come, . 
thy Fate dorh lo intharm me, 
Come in my Boat and take thy ram, 
no wind noz wape ſhall harm the, 


Maid. 
Now J am come in thy Boat, 
Jama Maidundone, 
Sighing my heart is almoſt bzoke 
fozany Love he is from me gonc. 


Thus as J paſs the ſhades, 
le tell vꝛu a mourukul tale, 

So full of Sighs as we do pals 
ſhall ſerve us ko a galc. 


Aud lo beguil'd the time, 
i'le ſing you a true Loves Song. 
Mine eyes thall flow a Sea of tears 
to carry the Boat along. 


Ear 


Oe What's become of thoſe hard writ 


of a Virgin takes no pitty, 
* | They? r ſailing to Virginia parts, 
where Neptune hat built a City. 
D Cupid hath wounded me, 
_ and hath pierc'd my tender heart, 
No call fo2 one whom J lov'o ſo dear „ 
who cares but little foz't. 
Thus in the ſhades below, 
| wr'l waſte the tedious hours, 
No guſt of winds, but ſights ſhall blow, 
the Boat with Ch:rons Pars. 
His Anſwer. 
= = Stay gentle Charon ſtay 
and let thy Boat alone, 
Row not the harmleſs Maid away, 
thats ſits and makes her moan. 
Foz the that calls ſo faſt , 
. and fights ſo at thy ſtay, 
$A Uirgin is as pure and chaft, 
as t'ce true Love did ſtay. 
Shc's no dear ſoul fo2 the, 
let not her face incharm the, 
Though room within thy Boat there be 
her beauty there may harm thee, 
O fair one, if you go; 
i me moze undone than you, 
Oy heart doth equal lorzow know, 
and ſtill my Love is true. 
The ſhades y ou muſt not paſs, 
no meurnkul ſtozics tell 
Inſtead of ſighing gales, alas 
ga kils will do as well. 
a d better (tay a ſhoze, 
ling us a true Loves Song, 


It is enough, we need no moze 
to carry his Boat along. 
No heart ſo hard J know, 
but would gladly eaſe your pain, 
Elle heart let him to Virgiaia go, 
and never return again. 
It Cupid hath wounded vou, 
he had wounded me bekoze, 
It vou love as vou ſay you ds, 
love you as much o2 moze. 
In Beds of ſofteſt Down, 
wee'l ſpend the ſhozt liv'd nights , - 
No gult of Wind oz fight ſhall drown: 
the current of our delights. 
Maid. 
Tome gentle Charon tome, 
and me to ſhoar remove, | 
The wind diſpairing ſight did blow, 
ſhall walt me unto Love. 
How flow the Boats:man ſtears, - 
ik he no faſter ply, 
My Love to rid me of my tears, : 
ſhalt lend me his wings to dye, 
To the dear Love J float, 
finding the juſt and true 
And bid to Charon and his Bat, 
eternally adieu. 


Wake hafte, make halt my Pear, 
for ik thou longer ſtay, 
Thozough the flods without all cears, 
my Arms ſhall make their way. 
Ceclcome my Love to ſhoar 
Je kep the from all harms, 
And thou ſhalt ride fo2 evermoze - 
at Anchoz in my arms. 
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